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He had already spent the two thousand dollars from the
Saturday Evening Post] the Macmillan $150 a month was
inadequate to support his family of six, two servants, and
Mammy Jenny. No book of his had ever earned one thousand
dollars in royalties, let alone two thousand dollars, and there
was no reason to believe this one would be an exception.
Even if the book were to earn two thousand dollars, he would
have to wait at least two years for his royalties, and then
the money might well have been absorbed by his advance
$150 a month. This was two thousand dollars clear, right
now, and money in the hand was money that could be
spent. . . particularly for that trim little boat called the
Spray he had his eye on. He accepted Brett's proposition
and sold out all interest in The Call of the Wild.

The Spray was a sailing sloop with a good-sized cabin in
which he could cook and sleep two persons. He bought her
not only because he longed once again to live upon the water,
but because he had been contemplating a sea novel, and he
wanted the feel of a ship under him before he began writing.
It was nine years since he had come off the Sophie Sutherland]
his gear had gone rusty. "It will be almost literally a
narrative of things that happened on a seven months' voyage
I once made as a sailor. The oftener I have thought upon
the things that happened during that trip, the more re-
markable they appear to me." Brett replied, "I feel very
great hopes for your sea story. So few sea stories are appear-
ing, and none of these good for anything, that a really good
sea story at the present time would without question achieve
a very remarkable success."

With Brett's encouraging words ringing in his ears, he
provisioned the Spray with food and blankets and went for a
week's sail on the Bay, retracing the trips he had made up
the sloughs and straits when he had been a daring oyster
pirate and member of the Fish Patrol. At the end of a week,
with the sea salt in his nostrils and the feel of sail-ropes in
his calloused hands, he returned home, sat down at his
desk and wrote The Sea Wolf, Chapter One. Whenever the
interruptions proved too great, the friends about him too